IV

"I WAfrT HIM!   I WANT HIM!   I WANT HIM!"

Mademoiselle Necker was houncing up and down upon the
sofa and almost shouting at her embarrassed father. Made-
moiselle Necker had been famous in Paris, from early youth,
as an Infant Prodigy who could argue with learned abbes and
cap Court wits. Paris did not yet know (since it only saw her
being intellectual at her mother's salons) that her passions
were now developing at the same alarming pace as her brain.
"I want him!" she shouted again, and then suddenly buried
her little round, frog-face in the cushions,

M. Necker, late partner in the banking firm of Thelusson
and Necker, paced up and down the room in growing dis-
comfort. He had once been Finance Minister for His Most
Catholic Majesty of France: he was preparing to tackle the
responsibility again (with all the added and inextricable com-
plications that foreshadow national bankruptcy) with far more
self-confidence than he felt about tackling his daughter.

"Really------!" he began. "Really, Germaine------!" but could

think of no way to continue. "He should be here in a few
minutes," he said, "and if I can find an opportunity------"

"You must make one, Papa!" Germaine's face emerged from
the cushions. "You must make an opportunity. Have you
answered his father's letter?"

"Naturally I have. Naturally," answered M. Necker. "I
am in no way anxious about that aspect of the affair. Count
Fredrik is an affectionate parent, and since we have so much
to offer------"

"I believe he's an old stick! I believe he looks down his nose
at us because you weren't born with -a silly title round your
neck. As ,if it weren't far more important to be a genius!"

M. Necker sat down, already feeling more at home. In a
moment he was smiling, a half-deferential smile that iUu-
rninated his large sleek face with its enormous, almost clown-
like eyebrows.